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THE LADY'S DREAM.

RY THOMAE HOOD,

The lady lay in her bed,
Her ecouel 8o warm and soft,

But her sleep wis restless and broken still;
For turning olten and oft

From gide to side, she muttered and moaned,

And toss'd hor arms sloft.

At last she started up,
And gazed on the vaeant air,

With a look of awe, ns if she saw
Some dreadful phantom there—

And then in the pillow she burried hor fice
From visions il to bear,

The very cartain shiook,
Her terror wis so extreme,
And the light that fell on the broider’d quilt
Kept a tromulous gleam;
And her voice was hollow, and shook as she
oriod:
$Oh mo! that awful dream !

* That weary, weary walk,
In the ehurch-yard's dismal ground !

And those horrible things, with shady wings,
That came and flitted round,—

Death, death, and nothing but death,
In every sight and sound !

*And oh! those maidens young,
Who wrought in that dreary room,
With figures drooping und spectres thin,
And cheeks without u bloem —

And the voice that eried, * For the pomp of

Pﬁdﬂr
We haste to an carly tomb !

*4 For the pomp and pleasure of pride,
We il like Afric slaves,

And only to earn a home ot last,
Where yonder oypress waves; **

And then lie pointed—I nevor saw
A ground so full of graves !

* And still the eoffins eame,

With their sorcowful trmins and slow ;
Coffin alter coffin still,

A sad and sickening show ;
From toil exempt, | nevor dreampt

Of such a world of woe!

¢ OF hearts that duily beeak,
OF the tears that hourly fall,

Of the many, many troubles of life
That grieve this earthly ball—

Disease and Hunger, Pain and Want—
But now 1 dream'd of them all !

* For the blind and the eripple wore there,
And the babe that piaed for hrend,

The houscless man, and the widow poor
Who begged—to bury the dead ;

And the naked, alas, that T might have clad,
And the famished I might have fed!

*The sorrow 1 might huve soothed,
And the unregarded tears ;

For many a thronging shape was there,
From ?ung forgotten years ;

Ay, even the poor rejected Moor,
Who raised my ehildish fears !

¢ Each pleading look, that long ago
I scanued with heedless eye;

Each fiuce was gazing as plainly there,
As when [ passed it Ly ;

Woe, woe for me, il the past should be
Thus present when 1 die!

*No need of sulphurous lake,
No need of fiery conl,

But only that crowd of human kind
Who wanted pity and dole—

In everlusting retrospeet—
Will wring my sinful soul !

*Alas! T have walked through life
Too heedless where 1 trod 3

Nay, helping to trample my fellow warm,
And fill the burial spd—

Forgetting thut even the sparrow that falls
Is not unmark'd of God!

1 drank the richest dranglts:
And ate what ¢’er is good—

Fish and flesh, and f-m“l‘ and fruit,
Supplied my hungry mood ;

But 1 never remembered the wretehed ones
That starve for want of food.

+1 dressed as the nobles dress,
In eloth of silver and gold,

With silk, and satin, and costly furs,
In many an ample fold ;

But I never remembered the naked limba
That froze with winter's cold.

* The wounds I might have healad !
The human sorrow and smart !

And yet it never was in my soul,
To play so ill a part;

But evil is wrought for want of thonght,
As well as want of Heart !

She clasped her forvent handa,
And the tears began to stream ;

Large and bitter, and fust they fell,
Remorse was 8o extreme :

And yet, oh yety that many a Dame,
Would dream the Lady's Dream !

[From the Pioneer.]
LETTER FROM ONE OF THE
“ HUTCHINSON FAMILY.™
Lever st., MaNcngsten, |
Eng., et,, 16, 1845,

We are now in a city of mills and misery,
smoke, fog, aristocraoy and pauperisim. Wa
came froin Dablin almost on purpose to at-
wod the great Free Trade Anti-cornlaw Ba-
zaar, which opens to-day. We spent three
weeks in Dublin, which, by the way, (speak-
ing after the manuer of bricks and mortar,) is
& maguifieent city. We found numorous
frivnds there, the most whole-souled of whom
wero those well known friends of humanity,

the Webbs, the Haughtors, the Allens, the Ih”hl eight thousand people,

Warrings, and the Pools. They have done

{God bless them) all in their power to make
us at home, nnd they sueceeded very wolli—
In our rambles about Wwwn, snd in the couns
iry, we saw many thingrs to interest us, Some
ol the scenery on the sea-shore is very fine,
Jesse thinks that “ Dalky Hill™ is almost e-
q @l to ** High Rock!"—=We took a jadnt the
other day on to the Dublin Mountain, aceom-
panied by our fend John Clisson, On our
way up ealled at Col. White's mansion, and
by permission of the Colonel's lady went in
1o woe “pud vas ineide.”’ 1 is olmost equal
in splendor, to “Eaton Hall." To give you
un idea of the faraiture, 1 only need mention
thut & simall eard table cost three hundrad
iineas, — nough to huy a comfortable Farm
in New England.  Woe sung asong, nnd left
the lolks “slone in their g|nr}'." Went o
the top of the mountin, and there hnd a fine
vie  of the whole city,and the eountry round
about for many miles.  All very fine, bul
don't begin with New Hampshire. Aftor feast-
ing our eyes on the scones bolow, and taking
an extra snull of pure air, we deseended and
wont 1o visit guite o dilferent kind of build-
Ings from Col, White's, (Hy the way, the
Colonel's father used to peddle pins nod tapo
theough the country.) \k‘l' visited numerous
Irish huts where whole families live in one
sl room, say ten feet by twelve, built of
a kind of mud-mortar, and eovered with hay
and straw,—1 wanted o see the contrast, so
T ventured up to the door of onoof these huts,
and looked in. Tt had wo floor, except
threo inch surface of mud, and the furniture
consisted of a steaw “bunk,* an old table,
(which eouldn't hinve eost thirse hundred giin-
cus) ohe chair, two milking stools, & fow digh-
e5 on an old dreésser and two pig-troughs,—
The inmates, o man und wife, two children,
(nn unusually small supply,) and twelve or
fourteen plgs. The man said, very ecoolly,
that the pigs wore rather dirty things to have
in a eabin, but ke had no other place, and ho
could put up with it hecanse they were goe
ing to bring him a good price,—aund, moriso-
vory they were all ho had to support his chil-
dren, and pay the landlord, and the priest/—
In another enbin was an old man, who said
he should bhe a hunired years old next Christ-
s, and he didn’t know what he should do,
for he was almost past labor, and had nothing
ta depend upon but his hands. ‘This is a
sample of Irish peasantry.,
We visitd O*Counell’s hovse, on Marion
Square.  Had the pleasure of sitting in the
great chair presented to him while in prison,
They tell us that we heard one of his wreat-
ost speachos in Coneiliation Huoll,  He struek
a great hlow against Ameriean Slavery at any
rate.~—Frederick Dongliss tmade himself ve-
ry nnpopular with the Protestants here for
spenking ot the same meeting, beeause they
say that O'Connell is fighting for Catholi-
cism instead of liberty and reform.  But the
old man's voive it not his waords tell me that
he is ppposed to tyrmnny, and a friend to the
oppressed all over the world. I have seen
lim, anl heard him.  And 1 love lim.
Next comes futher Matthew, A more love-
Iy looking man 1 never siw, and a better
chrigtion’s hand 1 never grasped. 1 saw him
at Kingston, list Sunday weck, administor
tho pledge o nearly a thousand people.  Ha
is doing more for the improvement of the
Irish people than all the doctors, lawyers
priests, and politicians together,  (Not much
of o compliment by the way.—FEp.)
There are two poor-houses in Dublin, con-
faining about sixteen hundred souls esch.—
As a geoeral thing they are, to appearance,
better tuken care of than thousands who live
in the baek streets; but one thing looked too
much like what [ have heard of Amerienn
Slavery. As #oon as ¢ moan and wife go to
one of these houses they are separated forev-
ar, and have no communieation whatevor, ex-
cept that once a week they are allowed to
whake hands and ehat halt an hour or so,
througha gate.  And those inmates who have
frionds out are only ullowed 1o see them in
this way. Forthis reason thousands soifer
most intonsely, and many prefer to meet the
S Phanton of grissly bone, than th be sent
to the work house,  Americans ! be kind to
the poor Trish who eome among you; for they
are an oppressed people. Lot our land e,
in reality, an asylum for the down-trodden.
Americans ean afford to be generons.
T'he most trying thing to my heart, sinno
I have been here, was on board the boat thut
hrought us from London (o Liverpool lust
Tuesduy night.  “Ihers wore ubont twenty
cabin pussengers, and over a hundred deck
passengers,~tho latter belng men, women,
und ehildren, from one to two hundred hogs,
n dozen head of cattle, and several horses,—
They were all on one deck, in separate pens
divided only by bars. And there poor Hu-
manity was on a level with beasts,—nay not
on a leveli—for the horses had awnings over
them, nmd Humanity had wone !  Several of
the women crept over into the horseé apart-
munt and appeared to be very thunkful for
the little surplus of straw which the horses
did nat oceupy; most of them, however, were
in the open air all night, It was quite cold,
tremendous rough,—and many of the poor
creutums were sea-sick, while the spray was
beating over them constantly.  In the morm-
ing they presented a most heart-rending spoe-
tacle. Many of them were Irish peasints
coming to England with their hogs and poul-
try 1o pay their rents o Lords who ure oblie-
¢d to Keep o score of servants, and *a coach
and four,” in arder to spend their income,—
This is the way they do up business in this
country.  John Bull is a tyrant, and “ean't
be nothing olse.” Uncle Sam is & hypoerite,
| beeauge he says he is a republican yet holds
three millions of colored people in” **chains
| and slavery."  John Bull wauts Uncle Sam's
| torritories to holp support Mrs Vietoria and
vall the little Vietorins—and 1 belicve means
| to have them yet,  But if Uncle Sam will let
| his megroes free, in six wonths, Il risk all
crontion to move him a hair. 1 tell you Jon-
| athin, it is for your prosent and cternal inter-
est Lo let the oppressed go froe.
| Heory Russell is going through this coun-
by Singing negro songs.
I bave just been into the Free Trade Hall,
It is considered the eruck Hall of the ecoun-
try. Itis, by u long chalk, the tallest get-
{ tinga up that 1 have seenanywhere, 1t is as
big as two Faneuil Halls and a halfy and will
It is now wall
filled vith a li wle of everything, und t' 9 wo-

men—God bless them every whore—are sell-
ing off things like &luulia.T-nml all goos to
the support of free frade.  The Priests don't
like tlis anti-corn-law business because it
has n tondency to lower their wages., That's
what [am told. T havn't got into the whole
merita of the case yet, hut so far [ree trade
strikes tne us the right thing. 1 go for any-
thing that will in any way relieve human
liilliﬁ

My love to all Lyan and the whole coun-
" JuDSON J. HUTCHINSON.

THE SICK PAUPER.
Y CHARLOTTE ELIZAUETH,

At all times comparatively hel ploss and deo-
pendent, ehildhood in Mtl‘kllr!‘ls becomes
doubly se: und hardened, indeed, must be
the hoart that can resist its tonching plea for
compnssion anid suecor.  Yet to this extent
ia the heart of mun, and of woman, too, hars
dened by the all-absorbing prineiple of scl-
fishness.  The hireling who is paud for ren-
dering  attentions which are peculinrly the
offien of 4 mother, sister, or other near eors
nexion, will too froguently be found faithiul
in their diseharge only so far a8 the eye of
the party holding the purse is upon hor, even
where the charge is the fondling child of
wealth, snd the remuneration abandantly
large; but in the case of friendless  pauper
children, for whom n --uni;-ul-nr}' provision
is mude by law, and o niggardly allowance
is doled out to the grumbling reciplent, for
undertaking to look after the troublesoie
brat, what ean we l-x[lm'l.' The official cons
siders herself ill-puid, even for the modicnm
of attention that she is obliged outwardly 1o
hestow; and the poor achiing hewd s loss
likely to bo lulled on its pillow by the sooth-
ings of kindness, than to be further racked
and bewildered, and frightened, by noisy out-
bursts of aplenetie ill-humor, and complaints
of the trouble imposed. The comfonts of
cleanliness, ventilatioh, fumigation, ecool
drinks, and encouragements to sil'vr. that in
other cases are deemed indispensible, must
ot be dreamed of here.  Loud tones, heavy
trumping, slamming of doors, and lll':j_’il'l‘t in
every possible form, are mattors of conrse.
Long sickness in a pauper child is not to be
tolerated; i it does not quickly get well, with-
out nng fuss being made wbout it, better it
should die and be dope with; tmore will be
left than any body Knows Yow to provide
lor.

Itut there is another class from whom little
merey can he hoped; those who having a
corbain quantity of work to be done, and roe-
fuiring 1t to be done within the shortest pos-
sible timo, ot the least possible cost, hire pau-
per children to do it.  These employ two
sorts of muchinery in their business: one he-
itg made of Aesh, the other of wood and iron,
I & wheel or strap becomes entangled, it is
sot to righta by the proper workman if so
wijured as not o allow of speedy repairing,
it is thrown ||)'. and a new ope substituted,
to avoid any delay.  Just so itis with the hu-
man department.  Why should any differ-
ence be made? Why should not a ehild be
worked as long a8 it can be eompelled W go
on, with a little cecasional auick patehing,
and when it cannot, be thrown into the
stroet, just as a broken wheel is thrown
into the lomber room to fall to picces!

Itis not o be expeeted that the master's
prufits of a fow huadred or thousand per an-
num, should be decrcised 1o the amount,
now and then, of one and sixpence, by al-
lowing o little ereature, that has worked it-
solf i1l in his eorvice, to lie by for s woeek
without E'ni'l'l'ltiul_[ its l'igilll o pene or o
retanm iH (‘i:lilil o rr«:nhnir'imll an recovery.
But add w this the fuct, that what the child
earns is not ut its own disposal, poing w0 re-
muterite the person who has eharge of i,
for such food and sueh elothies as it gets, we
miny balieve the litda lnborer must be in the
position of a shuttlecoek, struck alternately
from one battladore to the other, until, escap-
ing a stroke, it falls 0 the ground, and is
tramplod int Kindred dust.

Our hittle Betsey Smith's sitoation is that of
thousands upon thousands in this laml.  One
parent last hy premature death, through mer-
elless exuetion of labor beyond her strength,
the other !-'\' Lot descriion, ficst of his duties,
and thon ot” his home. It is n smnll matier
for whom she toils, or who is o desl out to
her the very 6eanty poriion of this world’s
goods that falls to her lot.  Under a differ-
ent system—under the protection of Christian
laws, administered in o Christian  spirit—no
doubt sueh helpless beings would hod & fit-
ting asylum, where their bodies would be
allowed 1o grow, their minds to expand, their
constitutions 1o acquire some stamina, and
their hands 10 become both netive and strong
tar the various burdens and labors o which,
at a propor age, they might be destined, Buy,
ulius ! ns respects the most numerous oliss
of her people, the Christiunity of England is
u name, and her boasted laws of equal right
and privilege are a farce.

Betsey Smith's employer having been
cheated of the price of toil, not yet perforn-
o, by the emft of her step-mother, and hav-
ing had, on the preceeding day, a little al-
tercation with the parish authorities, as to
their comparative cluims on the child’s future
earnings, in which, with much trouble, he
establishod his own, might nuturally look
with u suspicious oyo on her absence. She
wiy i-:‘l}n.;;m‘. kopt daway to work for them
under pretence of illoess; for Joe had  been
ordered to report her sick. Afler trying in
vain the effect of oross-interrogation, enforend
with @ fow heavy blows (for the “question™
is sometimes administered in that way with-
out the superintendence of a grand inquisi-
tor,) and apscortaiving that the boy really
knew nothing more than he had repeated, it
wus resolved, il sho did not appear on the
morrow, W send Kity to the overlooker on a
mission of inguiry.

This woman, indeed, could have bome
testimony that the lttle girl was so ill onthe
sreceeding day, as scarcely to get through
et work; and that she had even fallen from
her seat through exhaustion; but the tempta-
tion of & walk, and a gossip, and a confiden-
tial office in the cyes of the workhonge peo-
ple, more than counterbalanced any inclina-

tion to tell the truth, or any compunction for

what she was helping to infliot on the inno-

cent boy; egpecially as no one of the child-
dren would dare to volunteer a testimony, so
long ns she gave none.  Accordingly, at noon
the next duy, Mm, Kitty puts on her bonoet,
a warm cloaky, and showy napron, and pro-
coeds to investigate the mysteries of the
waorkhouse. She happens to find at the door
the very man who had conducted Betsey to
hor present abode; and he, unwilling 10 be
kept Trom his dinner, by starting any diffi-
aulties, tells her at once where to find the
child; adding with & wink, “You need’'nt
say who told you,”

The fomale overlookers of the pin headers
is not more willing to pay a gossiping visit
than is the old woman at the pauper child's
lodging to receive one. They soon beeamne
very sociable; and ofter comparing notes,
relating n varioty of concarrent aneedotes,
they arrive at the conelusion that there ig not
upon earth such another set of plagues and
torments ua beggar-children, nor tny class of
respectalile persons g0 ill-paid and oppressed
as those who have the charge of them; whetli-
erina workshop or a domestic institution.
Having settled this, and partaken of “some-
thing warm,"” they mount the stuims, enter
the hm;{ rooim, and find little Dewsoy in o
sound asleep, flushed indeed, and breathing
patnfully, but still in what might be ealled a
quur'\- ol rest, compared with unything she
hus known for o long while,

“The lazy little hossey ! says Mrs Kitty,
roughly pulling away the clothes that shaded
her eyes from the light of an opposite win-
dow in that enrtunless room, *there’'s no-
tling the matter with her, 11 be bound.”

The rude jar, the harsh voiee, at once wake
the child, and 10 hor terrified sight the appa-
rition of her wsk-mistress, scowling over her,
is the signdl of something worse thiun either
words or looks.  She swrts up in her hed,
and site, trembling and panting, with a broad
stare fixed on the liliJi‘l“ of her dread.

“ 0, you're wonderfully brisk,all on a sud-
den,” remarks the old woman of the house,
“a while ago it was all lack-a-doisy! and
yon conld'nt lift your head fram the bolster;
not you ! *

“J's all a sham," observes Mrs. Kitly,
Sand she shall siart for it.  Indeod, she
ought to eateh it on both sides her fuce, for
she's deceived you, and robbed ns,  Only
think of our suspecting you for keeping her to
work, and whipping her poor little brother
for not telling what he did'nt know, puor
ohild 1

At hearing this, Betsey bursts into n most
piteons ery; her sobs grodunlly inercase in
violence, till she hpeomes so convulsed as al-
most to alarm the two women who stand
looking at her and at cach other, mutering,
“ A hat's o be done?” At thia moment a
young lnd, the parish doctor’s apprentics,
who had beon sent to eall in an the slighter
casea, among the paupers, and report, hut
not to interfere forther, rung up the adder,
and exclaims * Who is in a fit herel *

“ s o fit of pussion, sin," answers Kitty,

The young gentleman feels the pulse, and
shokes lis head.  * No, 'tis something se-
rious, and she must be bled: fotch o basin,
my good woman.”  Then wking out his new
case of pocket instruments, he adds, *In such
an emergoney as this, I must not be so strict-
ly avtentive to the letter of my directions, ns
a life may be lost, IHowever you need not
say anything abount ity looking iquiringly at
the ol womung whose grin of acquivscence
shows that she will lose nothing by indulg-
ing the young practitioner in a trinl of his
skill on this insignificant panper child.

But Kitty has more at stuke: shais resolv-
el to hiave Betsey hack in the shop, in proof
of her own disecrnment, and to gain sowo
indulgence that she wants, in reward for the
good service so discroctly perfonned. She
therefore suys, ] beg your pardon, sir, but
this gitl belongs 1o us, aud is wanted ot
lier work,  'm morally sure she is ailing lit-
tle or nothiog; and 1 can’t agree o herbeing
bled unless the work-house doctor himsell
says "tis needtul.”

“*Wally I'in sure I don’t care. The child
i ill and unfit to work, but she is in excol-
lont hands here. You may call for a draught
i the evenings Gl then, my good woman,
kl.'l'!l husr quiet, give her cooling drink, and
all thut."  So saying, ho mn ofll

“Fine work some of them chaps make
among beggars, trying their hands, when the
master is away," says Kitty, * 1 was sorry
o thwart such 4 nice young gentleman.”

* 1 never do, i1 | ean help i, observed the
other. *They are ofien as elover ns their
masters, nnd i they do muke a mistuke now
and then, among people that ain’t of no con-
sequence, 1t helps them to be more skilful
and careful when they come to practice
opinly

By this time, Betsey had sohbed herselfin-
to a state of insensibility, and lay quite still.
The old womuan threw the bed-clothes over
her shoulders agoin, saying, * There, let hor
be 1ll morning, and 1'll send her off to you
in working order."

Night urrives, and a elulfer of shivering
girls take possession of thecold room.  Sume
thing has linppened to put the old woman out
ol temper, and their poor supper is served out
with a double allowanes of scolding, while
an inch only of rush-light is allowed them
0 take up stairs,  The girls who sleep with
Betsey are inclined to grumble ot tue misera-
ble eondition of the bed in which she hasbeen
tossing all day; But finding her more dis-
tressed about 1t than at her own sufforings,
thoy kindly bid hur not 1o mind,

Having gathersd o party about her, Betsy
says, * Will you listen to maa bit?"™ I’d a
owa mammy not long ago; and she died,
and 1 think 1 nm going 1o divtoo; and I want
10 kuow where mummy 15 gone to, now she's
dend: 8o can you tell me? **

Vurious replies were given,  One said, 41
suppose she went into the grave,”  Anothier,
* When o body dies, there's an end 0 vin—
tho worms eat v up,”™ A third remarked,
* I pever heard such o rum speceh.,” Anda
fourth, * Ghostesses is dt‘:l{i peaple: tlu.?‘
come, whiles, and walk, and I‘riglul.rn folks.”

This draws the whole party instinctively
together; purticularly as the last ray of light
15 glimmeriog inthe dirty socket,  ltexpires;
but immediately a eloud that had obscured
the full moon slso passes away, und from a
sky of the deepest blue that beauteous orb
looks out, displaying its broad clear dise di-

rootly op'Pmite the window, and throwing a
stream of light upon the bed, and the group
who cower und crowd about it. The sight
seoms to revive in Betsey's mind some long
dormant recollection.

“I know," she says, “there's m®e in it
than that. 1 usad to pmy some pretly pray-
wrs onee, and I wish 1 could remember them
now, Do any of you know my prayers?’

w0 yes," was the answer of several voices,
while some laughed; and a fisir litde girl half
whigpers, *I often say, ‘Our Father!’ "

“That's it!” cries Betsey; say it now, will
you dear!"

The ehild settles her face to a serions look,
joins her hands, bends her knoos against the
side of tho bed, and devoutly repeats the worda
“Our Father!™

“Go on,” says Botsey.

That's all: T don’t know no more.” And
sevem| of the girls agroed that they used the
same form of prayer, consisting of the same
two words, and no more.

“Y ey, there s more,” excliimed the sick
child: “Our Father—our Father which art in
heaven—that's it! that's it"! and there'smore
too, if I eould remember it,"

St isn't true, if 1 said i, remarks one of
the girls; *my father ain't in heaven, he's in
prison, and going to be transported.”

“My own mammy is in heaven, llmugh."
says Betsey, *and | want to gn too,but I can't
find out any thing about it. O who," she
adds, in the mogt tonching tone of entreaty,
“who will tell me and Joey something about
heaven?'

Poor child! thern are munf daily passing
you by in the sireet who could both tell you,
and instruet you in the only way to thatbless-
od place.  Hut their thoughts are otherwise
enggagedi their zeal has more distant ohjocts;
and for allowing you to perish in ignorance
they must answer to Him who said, “Suffer
livtle ehildren to come unto me, and forbid
them not: for of such is the kingdom of heav-

Bl

A CURIOUS STORY.

An old gentleman in this city relates one
of the most thrilling romanees of real life, we
ever heard of. Inthis romance he was a prin-
cipul actor, Many years ago, in Vermont, an
insane man suddenly disappeared.  No trace
of his whereabouts could be discovered, and
many supposed that he was dead. Seven
yuars after bis disappearance, a person who
hod known him drewned that he had been
murdered by o certain family residing near
at hand, and that he was bured in s certain
spot. Mhis dream  cceurred several times,
and was go vivid, that the dreamer related it,
and induced other persons o aid him in dig-
Fing at the spot indicated in his dream.—
Phey dug and found bones.  They ulso found
it button and a knife, which wero idontified
as the property of the missing man, The fa-
mily, consisting of a mother and two young
men, sons, were arrested and imprisoned.—
T'he sons, to save the mother, confessed the
murder.  On trial, however, they plead not
guilty; but were nevertheless, found guilty,
and condemned to be hanged.  The sentence
was however commuted 10 imprisonment tor
life in State Prison tv which they were sent.
Soon after the trial, a parsgruph appeared in
the Post of this city, which led the old gen-
tleman refered to, (who was nequainted with
all the parties in the alluir,) to believe that
the man supposed to be murderod was alive,
He sot to waork, and by dint of inquiry,
found the insane man on a farm in New Jer-
sey. He was working on this firm under the
supposition that it was his own. The old gen-
tleman addressed him, -e:l?'ing:

“ Don't you know me!*

“ No—never saw you before,”

The old man dropped an English shilling,
which the insane mun inswotly elutehed.

* Now," said the old gontleman, * tell me
who I am, and who you are, and I'll give
you that shilling."

The ingane man did as required, and pro-
ved  be the missing fndividual, He was
taken hack to Vermont; and the two men re-
leased, of course.  "I'he insane man had,how-
ever, to he exhibited publicly, and to thou-
sunds of people, before they would believe
that “he was himsell,”

Tuis story is truth, and can be casily pro=
ved by a reference to the legitimate reconds
of the time. It is & most curions “romance
in real e, and goes uhoad of all the fictions
ever invented.  Why don't some drmatist
take hold of it} 8. Amer. Republic,

NOTICE

Is heroby given, that a petition will be
presented to the next Legislature of the State
of Ohio, praying for the erection of a new
county out of the following townships ia
Trumbull and Columbiana counties, o be
called the county of Cass with the seat of
Justice at Canfield Trumbull county, to wits
Milton, Jackson, Austintown, Youngstown,
Coitsville, Poland, Boardman, Canfield, Ells-
waorth, and Berlin, in Trambull county, and
Smith, Goshen, Greon, Beaver, and Spring
fiold, in Columbiana eounty.

Oectober S1st 1815, 41—15,

JAnti Stavery Publications
J. BELIZABETE EITOHCDDE has

just received and hns now for sale at her

boarding house, Surah Galbreath’s, west end

of High st.

THE CONSTITUTION A PRO.SLAV
ERY COMPACT, or seLEcTioNs whos
e Mavisox Parens,

THE BROTHERHOOD OF THIEVES,
GR A THUE PICTURE OF THE AMERICAN
Cuvncu 5o Coenoy, by N, 8. Foster.

COME OUTERISM, on e bury or se-
CEBSI0N FROM A CORRUPT cHunca, by Wm.
Gomlell,

THE AMERICAN CHURCHS ue BUL-
WARKS OF AMERICAN SLAVERY,
by James G. Birnoy,

SGARRISON'S POEMS.”

YTHE OFFERING,”

“THE DISUNIONIST,” by Wendell Phil-

lips,

“5\]“'-![\' MOORE" by Richard R. Hil-

dreth,

“VOICES OF THE TRUE HEARTED"
From No. 1 to 6 inelusive.

PORTRAIT OF LUCRETIA MOTT.

CHANNING'S LAST ADDRESS,




